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| Perſons to remember their Creator in the 
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Primed for A. Beg 
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Advertiſement. 


The f oltowing Book is very uſeful and inſtruc- 


true to young Perſons, Entituled,. 


. ho E Young Man's Calling, or the 


whole Duty of Youth, in a ſerious 


and compaſſionate Addreſs to all young 


Days of their Youth. Together with Re- 


marks upon the Lives of ſeveral excellent 


yaung Perſons of both Sexes as well An- 
cient as Modern, who have been famous 
for Virtue and Piety in their Generations: 

Namely, on the Lives of Iſaac and Joſepb 
in their Youth. On the Martyrdom of 


the 7 Sons and their Mother. Of Roma- 


+ nu a young Nobleman, and of divers 
boly Virgins and Martyrs. On the Lives 
of K. Edward VI. Q. Jane, and Q. Eli- 


* 


zaberh in her Youth. Of Prince Henry, 


Eldeſt Son to K. James I. and the yo 
| With twelve curious Pic- 
= ing the brad Rinotics 


L. Harrington. 
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1 
The firſt Stage of Man's Life 


f 


Ten 


From Infancy to 


Tears. 


* 


HE Ancients well adris d. 
That Man himſelf ſhould know, 

That ſo all proud ambitious thoughts 
He might thereby o'rethrow. 


43 


Conſider 


" 2 The firſt Stage 
Conſider then O Man 
How vain a Thing thou ar: ; 

How out of nothing thou wert made. 
Oh! lay it well to Heart. 


So ſoon as we were born 
Then preſently we cry, 
As if we knew we came into 


A World of Miſery. 


Our Life's a Tragedy, 
And the moſt ſecret Room 
Wherein we do attire ourſclyes, 


Is in our Mother 8 Womb. 


Our Infancy i in ſleep + 
And eating we conſume. 
From Beaſts we little differ then, 
3 Yer O bow * N 


To boaſt of Parentage | 
And treat the poor with Kenz 
Though our Condition was at firſt 
Thus wretched and * 8 


— 


No ſooner are we ſet 
Upon this Earthly Stage, 
But we are ſubjegte ie orms 
And Winds im age. 


ef Mai": Life. 
No ſooner we arrive 
Upon this evil Ground, 
Into this Soul afflicting World, 
But Dangers us ſurround. 


Our Infant Innocence, 
Nor yet our Childiſh Tears, 
Can't us excuſe; but we are ſtill 
Our Parents Fears and Cares 


Sorrow with her full Mouth © 

Salutes our painful Birth, 

And oft times puts out all our Joys, 
And puffs out all our Mirth. 


The ſmiling Flower ſprings 
And 232 grows. 

Untoucht with any Miſery, 
It never ſpins nor ſows. 


Our tedious Life is noet 
So happy as this Flower, 
Our Infancy is full of Grief, 3 
Though finiſh'd in an Hour. 


And as our Days increaſe 
_ Folly doth us betray, 
We waſte our time in Vanity, 
In wantonneſs 2 play. 
e 
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&a* The fof Frage of Man's Life. © 

And thus a ten Years Breath 

We fooliſhly miſ-ſpend, 

Before we know what tis to lire, 
Or Death do apprehend. 


Our Childiſh Dreams are fill'd Fo 
With empty painted Joys, 

Which pleaſe our ſleepy Senſe a while, 

But waking prove meer toys. 


Ho wretched is poor Man 
In ſuch 2 State as this? 
How much a Slave to Vanity 7 


How far from real Bliſs 2 5 


His longeſt Days are ſhort 
And few when they are © I | 
When they are belt they are but te 

And yet even theſe are et. | 


Tat thus far we art Lambs, 

Spotleſs and Innocent, 
Of thoſe great Crimes which 2 at the laft 
Cauſe codleſs Puniſhment. . 


This then is Man' s firſt Age, ; 
Which yet is full gt * "HS 

Ts empty, vain, uncertain, ſhort, 
* * Mankind 2 * 5 5 


Les wa, 3 
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The ſecond Stage of Man's Life, 
From Ten Tears to Twenty. _. 


UR firſt Age thus paſt ore, 4 
To Twenty we arrive, 
And then with other Follies we 

To pleaſe ourſelves contrive. 


5 ” Uh 
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6 De ſecond Seage 

| This Stage ſeems wondrous brave, 
The ways all ſtrow'd with Flowers. 
When time is ſpent in pleaſant Sports, 8 
The Days appear but ours. 


The Will had hitherto 
No other Guide but Senſe, - 


| Reaſon the Eyes now openeth 
| And doth its Rays diſpense. 


His Heart is now puft up, { 

He ſcorns the Tutor's hand ; 
He hates to meet the leaſt Controul, 
And glories t to command. 


He takes no care nor thought 
Of Miſery or Bliſs, 

# Though all he thereby purchaſerh 
| Only Repentance _ 


Griefs do not him annoy, 
| Doubts never him perplex, 
Fear never curbs his Appetite, 
Troubles him never vex. 


orn, 


He's like a ha M 
And happil - 41 & mays 

If Luſt and Pride o recome him not, 

Prore a reſplendent Day. 


He's 


of Man's N. 


He's like the toilſom Bee, 

RKunning from Flower to Flower, 

Seeking to find out full Content, 
Pleaſures do him devour. 


He cries, Toung Man rejoice, 

- Now in thy youtbjul Days, Bf RL Ld 

Let thy — Soto Tov x Now reſolve = 
To walk in thy own Ways, 


Now pleaſe thy Heart's defire, 
Carve 3 thou li keſt beſt, 

Delight thine Eyes with whas thou wile, A 
And be a joyful Gueſt. . . 


Bur yet young Man remember 

The Day will come whereon | 
The rigteous Judge will ſentence thee 
For th ill Deeds thou haſt done. 9 


O what a Feaſt is this 
Ahl, what a 2 here, © 
The Dainties they were fweet indeed, 
Ah ! but the Price i is dear. 


Which if thou cat ſt not pay, 

Thou then muſt to that =. 
Whence thou can'ſt never be redeem d 
; But by thy Saviour's Bak: © _- "4 

s 18 
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$. The fecond Stage of Man's . | 

| "Tis only he muſt do't, 7 4" 12 T1 
if For thou canſt never get 
Money to pay fo vaſt a ſcore, 
Nor can | work out the Debt. 


Thou can'ſt not dot; thy Limbs, 
Though ftrong, are berein lame. 
But thou can ſt beg; O therefore beg 
Although i it be with Shame, 


O beg the Grace of God, 
And though you do receive 

| Rep Ie at firſt, yet don't give Ore, 
's o on in Faith to crave. 


I 5 Lord if Darbfuf Lifts 
1 Do give ſuch Treats as theſe, 
O Jet me rather Famine have, 


Theſe feed but my Diſeaſe. 


If ' Curb thou my wain Deſixes,. 
My boiftrous Will controul, . 
1 * me againſt thoſe Enemiet 
Dat war againſt my Soul. * 


* 


* , 


| This is Man' s ſecond Stage, 
A dange :rous tim it jj. 
| | whereinir it's hard to walk vpright 
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The third Stage of Man's Life, Fr 
| From Twenty 10 Thirty Tears. : 
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HEN Man's ws Thirty come, 
Y His Emblem is a 98 eee 
Which unto carual Love inclin d 
And Luſt, doth him denote. © 


— 


A Peacock and a Horſe 


And yet he is not ſerious, 
But Folly doth adgre. \ 


He cries, TI fi 20 on, 
Let who will count me vain : 


They] neuer come again, 


Nothing but Joy and Mirth, 
And . Delights appear; 
Mer hints Fr 


— al Pleaſure, 
* For an in my prime, _- 
os in Merriment and Play 


1 ſpend my time. 


E 1.2 ciury Mis bes Bind - 
Ang on Defire fulfil, 


0 Loft FI fuby ſatisfy, 
And take thereof * ä 


1 a refolv'd te fer 8 
Ev'n the whole World about, 
And of all Earth's Variety 
1 o Juck the ſweetneſs aut. 


[ 
q 
1 
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I 10 5 The third Fag⸗ 
Untam d he was beſore, 


If I theſs happy Days negleft, 


epreſent the Spring, © 
The beſt time of the Tear, — 


H 


of Man's Life - 

Thus will I make my Life, " 12 
Though ſhort, yet ſweet 10 

IVhilf * ad I value 
Have Moe and Miſery. - 


No Stone II leave unturn d 
I any where can find, 
Which may produce Content and Is - 
Unto my W Min 


No ſorrow whilſ I live 

Shall ever me come near, © 

Nor ſhall the Priefts with all their threats 
Ever cauſe me to fear. * 


Ab, Hah, what ſtate of Life 

Can equal this of Mine, 
Wherein the gallantry of Youd | 7 8 
S gloriouſly dot ſhane. 


Like Tinder thus his Heart 


Is apt to entertain 
he Sparks of Love and furions TY 
Nothing can him. reſtrain. | 


here's nothing can withſtand 

The rage of his Defire, 
is wanton Flames are now blown ups 
His * A 


12 The third Stage of Man's Life. * 
Do waſte thy Inch, - vain Youth, 
Thou Span gf living Earth, . 
Conſume and d thy golden Days 
In 3 and Mirth. 


But till do not forg 
Thy Stock of Ame deca VS, 
Thy laviſhneſs foretels a . 
Time will not laſt always. 


The Bird which left its Cage | 
May yet return at laſt, 

And painful Labour may len the 
| Repair what's ſpent in waſte. 
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But precious Time no pains 
Nor coſt can e' re recal, 5 
When once tis gone, it ne re returns 
How loud ſo — re we call. 


God Saks not thee allow 

Io live in Sin one Day, 

| Dar ill declares, that nothing is 
1 ore dangerous than delay. 


—_ een oh. —— - 
— 2 — — r _ --- - -* 
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Mind thy Salvation then 

Ev'n in this very Hour, ; 
And what thy hand findeth to do, 

* it with all thy * ; 


8 
The fourth Stage of Man's Life, | 
From Ys te F n . 


LAS we ave cath, -— IM 
Our Time docs always fy, Av 2 
From one Nags to * next we Sw 


* The fourth Stage 
No Reign can curb our Hours, 
1 we know not how, 
Qur p Now: paſſeth away. 
Before we can ſay Now. 


Time paſt is none of ours, 
The future hath no being, 
How very ſnort then are our Days, 
Continually fleeing ? | 
The Poſt of ſwift-foot Time 
Hlath now at length begun 
The Calends of our middle Age; 
— - Qur bloſſoms they are gone. 


The fieps already paſt 
Do plainly to us ſhow 
The number of thoſe ſte 
j Which we are yet to go. 


Alas what cauſe have we 
So foetifhly.to boaſt, 
We have already liv'd ſo long, 
Since all that time is loſt. 


No ſooner doth the Heat 
But in this next Age, to Exceſs 
And Luxury doth incline. | 


— 


— 


- 
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of Max's Life | | 1 


In Martial Exploits 
And Battles ſome delight, 
And Lions ſeem to repreſeat 


Who furiouſly fight. 


He the ſad chance of War 
In bloody Characters 
© | Sees often writ, though all he gets 
Is only gloxious Scars. 


He Rivers fomerimes ſecs 17 
With crimſon Torrents riſe, 
The Conquerors proclaim their Joys, 
The Conquer d raiſe their Cxies. 


Sees others bravely bold 
Maintain a — Fighe, 
* rather chuſe a noble Death 
Than ignominious Flight. 
Many a vanquitht Wretch _ - i! 547 
He fees upon his Rnee,. : 
Who — — begs for Life from bis. 
Inraged Enemy. 


Sad Sights theſe are indeed ; 
But he that War will court, 9 
Muſt ſteel his Heart againſt all Fears . - 
And count Fan Dangers * 2 LO 


» 


* Thy Midnight Glory Hes" 
A Clory 


> 


16 The fourth Stage of Man's Life. 
He now is prancing on, 
Being in the Luſty Noon 
Of his full Age; take heed O Man 
Thou doſt not boaſt to ſoon. 


Convert thy Breath to wail - 
Thy ſhort unconſtant State. 
Take iced thou doſt not brag to ſoon 


Leſt thou repent too late. 


Betwixt th' extreams of Night, 


And fool d with falſe Delight. 


The middle A ge th haſt climb'd 
Of thy uncertain Days, 


Look backward: now a ponder well 


The Errors of thy ways. 


T he frailty of thy Youth, 

Thy Childhood' s Vanity, _ 

And all the precious time that thou 
Didſt waſte in Oy. 


Look forward and repent 
Ot all thy Errors paſt, 
That fo thereby thou mayſt attain 
True * at laſt. 


which is foil d with Shame 


* 


\ 
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The fifth Stage of Man's Life, 
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ifty Years w 
Like the declining Sun, 


or now his better half of 


Man ſeemeth to have run. 


From Forty to Fifty Tears. 
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Their Grandeur camot ſave them, they 


. 


18 De fifth Stage 
The Fox his Emblem i 185 
For when his Strength doth fail 
He then endeavours and contrives 
By Policy to prevall. 


Ip "SIM now ambitious grow, 


To Honour they aſpire, 
And to be counted Great and Wiſe 
They earneſtly deſire. " 


Yet Honour's but a Blaſt, 
"Tis all but Vanity, 


Like other Mortals dye. 


RK we ſee, and Crowns | 

Do often tottering ſtand ; 

* ſudden turns the Servant doth 
His Sovereign command. 


Where's Nimrod that Great Prince, 
Thar mighty Man of old? 

Where's the great Nebachadnezzar, 

That glorious Head of Gold ? 


Belſhazzar i in great Pomp 
Did {it upon his Throne, 
Yer in the ſpace of one ſhort Night 
His Glory was all gone. 


Theſe 


of Man's Life. 
Theſe famous Monarchs now 
Are mouldred quite away, 
Who when on Earth did with much dread 
The Golden Sceptre ſway. | 


Thus Man that is in Honour 
Continues but a ſpace, | 
And often- times dies like a Beaſt ; 
So ends his Name and Race. 


Great Men are often · times fill d 

With vexing Care and Fear; 

ey Affairs are ſo intricate 
They know not how to ſieve. 


Even in the higheſt place 
Of human Government, 25 
here nere was any Man yet bound 
Solid and true Content 


2 


TM. 


* 


That mighty Conqueror 
The famous Alexander, 
hat valiant and renowned Prince, 


TI hat excellent Commander. 
| hongh he che Eaſtern Weds 


| 


| 


IY 


| l Deny 
* 
= 


＋ herefore, O Man, while Heaven 
Subject thy Soul unto God's Law 


Who can before his Wrath 
- Who's abje-vo to endure the Weight. = 


Who can with him contend, | 
Or who ares ſay, The King of * 


—_— 
— ʃi71n 111 
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20 The . feb 8 Ser if Man 5 Life. 


There's nothing in the Earth 
We ever can deſcry, | 
But it will ſoon grow rroubleſome 
And never ſatisfy. je 


Doth Terms of Peace afford, 


Before he draw his Sword. 


For if to Anger once 
Th' Almighty you provoke, 
He eaſily can you deſtroy 
With his revenging Stroke. 


And Indignation ſtand ? 


Of his avengivg Hand ? 


Or War gainſt him maintain? 


Over him ſhall not reign ? 


him not his Right n ” 
But ler him bear the Sway, 1 — 
Would thou gain Peace unto thy Sou 11 


2 Saviour — i 
F IX 
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The fixth Stage of Man's Life, 
From Fifty to Sixty. 


* 
, 


42 n, 


N 


| * UR waſted Taper now 4 
7 Begins to loſe its Light, „ 

Pur ſparkling Flames plainly decay, 

| ] Tis growing towards Night. : 


X. „ That 


G The 


ſixth Stage 
That ſlender Inch of Life 
Which yet unſpent remains, 


Little Delight to us affords, 


Bur uſually great Pains. 


In ſilent Language, Time 
Seems to Exhort her Gueſt, _ 
That he prepare his weary Limbs 

To take Eternal Reſt. - 
Yet ſome Men are ſo vain J 

They anxtouſly contrive, | 
Like greedy Wolves, to gain the World, 

Although bur half alive. | 


Remember fooliſh Man 
Riches are empty Things, 


— 


And when we think them ſafe, they fly 


Away with Eagles Wings. 


When Riches thou doſt heap 


Thou doſt but heap up Sorrow, 
Tho they are thine to Day! alas, 


They may be gone to Morrow. 


Some dreadful Conflagration 


May all thy Treaſures burn, 
And in a Moment all thy Joys 
May into Aſhes turn. 


| of Man's Life 23 
That Man which Thouſands had | 
Ev'n but the Night before, 


Ere the next Morning Sun has been, 
Like Jeb, forlorn and poor. 


Riches, the Soul of Man 

Can never ſatisfy, : 
That noble and immortal Part 

Which in thy Breaſt doth lye. 


For ſtill the more thou haſt 


More thou'lt deſire ſtill, 
Since the whole World's not la 
Thy precious Soul to fill. 


rge enough 


Of Silver and of Gold 


Though ne er ſo much thou gain, 
If thou thy Soul loſe, they'll incteaſe 
Thy Miſery and Pain. 


Thus all is Vanity 
We meet with here below, 


| The Truth of which, Experience 


Thy 


Doth daily to us ſhow. 


Alas, tis now high time 

Thou other Thoughts ſhouldſt have, 
Inſtead of filling Cheſts with Coin, 

Think thou 1 fill a Grave. a 


P n — 


A. 


24 = The fixth Stage, &c. 
Old Time has ſtrew'd grey Hairs 1 
Upon thy hoary Head, = 


Declaring that thy Day is pat, 
Thou muſt prepare for Bed. 


'Grey Hairs are honourable 

If found in Virtue's Ways, - 
But if an old Man prove a Child, 
His Age he doth dif praiſe. 


Thrice happy he whoſe Life 
From Vice hath been ſo free, 
He neither is aſham'd to live 
Nor yet atraid to die. 


That ere his Age, his Strength 
Is ntterly decay d, ; 
Is from this fading periſhing World 
By timely Death convey d. 


- Look then O Soul to Heaven, 
Seek there for higher Joys ; 
And leave theſe earthly Husks to Swine, 
To Fools theſe empty Toys. 


| 17 208 thou doſt but taſte 


pd 0. Cœleſtial Springs, 
All worldly Glory thou "wit l flight 
And — 8 trifling 1 - 


The ſeventh and laſt Stage of Man's Lite, 
From Sixty to Seventy. | 


© 9 EAR. 

I length this little World 
A Of animated Clay, 
' Whom all the Earth doth magnify 
And all her Hoſts obey, 


B 3 The- 


* 


— The feverth Stage 


The chief of Nature's Pride, 
And glorified by Art, 

Who unto Heaven is near a- kin 
By his Diviner Part. 


Though he triumph a while, 
Yer drocps and then decays, 


3 At length by age he's quite worn out, 


Death cancels all his Days. 


Although his active Power 9 
Commanded Sea and Land, | 
And like a lofty Caſtle he 
Upon a Hill did ſtand. 


His weak Foundation now 
Fails of. its wonted ruſt, 

Sinking and totier ing it lays 
His Ruins in the Duſt. 


k -Aizs a had 24 2 


— = ＋ 110 vaidll, 
W here is thy glory now? 
Thy Youth of which thou once didit boaſt 
And thy majcſiick Brow. 


Down to thy Mother Earth 
Thou now begin'ſt to bend, 


There thou mull furely end. 


Three Feet thou now doſt uſe, 
But ſtreight thou wilt uſe four, 

And being again to Child hood brought 
Muſt crawl upon the Floor. 4 


To its firſt Painciple 

All muſt at length reſolve ; 
So Man that was of nothing mide, 
To nothing mult devolve. 


\ 


To ſhew that whence thou firſt d ĩdſt come, 


Doete 


of Man's Life. 


Dote not, O Mortal then 
On Honour, or on Tieaſure, 

Sei not thy Heart on Learning, nor 
On Beauty, Youth, or Plealure : 


Theſe all at length will periſh, 

And utterly decay, 

They'll bring no Comfort in old Age, 
Nor in a dying Day. 

We now begin to think 
Ot what we did before, | 

And thoſe Crimes which we counted {mal, 
Their Guilt begins to toar. 

Sure now or never then 

_ Tis time to make our Peace 

With Heaven, fince we fo ſuddenly 

From all our Works muſt ceale, 


Thus Man that's born of Woman, 
Can in this World remain 

But little time; yer all his Days, 

Are full of Grief and Pain. 


Springs like a Flower to Day 
Aud vaniſheth to Morrow ; 
His whole Life but a Pennance is, 
His Death is nought but Sorrow, 
His Beeath is but a Bubble, 
His Days are but'a Span, 
- It is but glorious Miſery | 
Thus to be born a Man. 


By David's Rule bis Age 
ls tmeeſcote Years and ten, 
Tf he attain to fourſcore Years, 
His Days are Grief and Pain. 
; B 4 


- 


* 


28 The ſeventh Stage of Man's Me. 
At Ninety Years, of God he 
He Pardon ought to crave, - 


He at an hundred Years muſt make 
His Bed in the cold Grave. n 


Frail Man prepare to dye, 
Repent; thy Glals is run, 
Mercy, ah Mercy Father, cry 
- Receive thy p-nitent Son. 


CONCLUSION. 


Thouſand Years with God, 
The Holy Scriptute lay, 

Is but a very little time, . 
And reckon'd as a Day. . 


= — - - - 
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By which divine Account 

This meaſur'd Lite of our, | 

Is of a ſhort continuance, _ mo $i 
Exceeding not an Hour. 


Nature one half thereof 

{ For her own uſe doth keep. 
She claims it as her lawful Debt, 
And due to ſpend iy ſleep. 


Goes — ee een — * 
* 


Another full ſizth part 5 
Of what remains we ſpend | 

| In Rior, Luxury, and Sin, 

'F To haſten on our End. 


Our tender Infancy 
And Childhood, yea the moſt 

Of our green and ungovern d Youtb, 

Is uſually bolt. 


= Concluſion, 


The little that is left 

We commonly divide, 

In Cloathing and in Ornaments, 
To gratify our Pride, 


Another ſhare we give 

. To Triftes and to Toys, 

And laviſhly debauch-ourſelves 
With vain and empty Joys. 


Now then if at the moſt 
2 + __ Man 
s in fo little Compaſs, that 
It's counted but a Span. 


When thus cut into halves, 
And into quarters thus, = 
And then again d iſquartered, 
Lord what remains for us?? . 


If then the total of. our Days 

Is of ſuch brevity, 
And if our ſhare s fo very. ſmall, — 
_ © Lord what remains to thee ? 


Glory to thee eternal God, 
'Y * Thrice bleſſed Three in One, 
Thy Name at all times be adot d 
„Till Time infelf de done. 


28 The ſeventh Stage of Man's fe. 
At Ninety Years, of God | 
He Pardon ought to crave, - 


He at an hundred Years muſt make 
His Bed in the cold Grave. 


Frail Man prepare to dye, 
Repent; thy Glals is run, 
Mercy, ah Mercy Father, cry 
Receive thy p-nitent Son. 


CONCLUSION, 


Thouſand Years with God, 
The Holy Scriptute lay, 
Is but a very little time, 
And reckon'd as a Day. 


By which divine Account 

This meaſus'd Life of our, 

Is of a ſhort continuance, 
Exceeding not an Hour. 


Nature one half thereof 

' For her own ule doth keep. 
She claims it as her lawful Debt, 
And due to ſpend in ſleep. 


Another full fizth part 
Of what remains we ſpend 
In Riot, Luxury, and Sin, 
To haſten on our End. 


Our tender Infancy | 

And Childhood, yea the moſt 

Of our green and ungovein'd Youth, 
Is uſually bolt. 


The little that is left 


- 


_ Concluſion, 


We commonly divide, 
In Cloathing and in Ornaments, 
To gratify our Pride, 


Another ſhare we give 

Io Triftes and to Toys, 

And laviſhly debauch-ourſelves 
With vain and empty Joys. 


Now then if at the moſt 
The meaſur d Life of Man 

Is in fo little Compaſs, that 

It's counted but a Span. 


When thus cut into halves, | 
And into quarters thus, " 

And then again dilquartered, 

Lord what remains for us? 


If then the total of. our Days 
Is of ſuch brevity, 


And if our ſhare's fo very ſmall, ip 


Load what remains to thee ? 


Glory to thee eternal God, 


Thrice bleſſed Three in One, 


Thy Name at all times be ador'd. 
Till Time jiſelf be done. 


— 


30 x | 

The Hiftoy of she true] Death of Caffianus, 
Biſhop aud School- maſter of Brixia (or 
Breſcia) in Italy, who ſuffered Martyr- 
dom for the Profeſſion of the Chriſtian 
Faith by the Hands of his own Scholars, 


in the bloody Reign of Dioclefian, au 
Heathen Emperor of Rome. 


- 


Written in Latin Verſe by the Learned 
Prudentius, and Tranflated into Eng- 
liſh ſome Years ſince. 


With divers other Poems. 


— — — — mr ” 


Hrough Forum as in Italy 

1 1 paſled once to Rome, 
Into a Church by chance came I 

And ſtood bard by a Tomb, N 


Wich Church ſome time a Place had been 
| Where Caules great in Law 


Were ſcan'd and try'd, and Judgment given. 


To keep brute Men in awe. 


This Place Sylla Cornelius 5 
Firſt built; he rajs'd the Frame, [ | 
And call'd the lame Forum, and thus | 

The City got that Name. 

; 

. 


In Prayer fervent as 1 flood 
Caiting mine Eye aſide, 
A Picture all imvrucd in Blood "i 
| By chance I there elgind. - 


[ 
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A thouſand Wounds and Gaſhes lad, 
All mangl'd, ſeratch'd, and torn, 


The Skin appear'd t's though it had 
Been jagg'd and tent with Thorn. 


A crew of pictur'd Boys did ſland 
About this woful Sight, | 
Who with their ſharpned Gads had brought: 


Him to this dreadful. Plight.. | 185 


Theſe. 
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"32 The Marhram of Caffanus 


Theſe Gads were but the Pens wherewith 
Their Tables written were, 
And ſuch as Scholars oftentimes 
Uato the Schools do bear, 


W hom thou ſeeſt here thus pictur d fir, 
And plainly doit behold, 

No Fable is, I thee aſſute, 

Unaskt, a Biſhop told. 


Who walkt thereby, and did declare 
The Hiſtory of one | | 

That for the Faith of Jeſus Chriſt 
Thus ſuffer'd long agone. 


A $kilfvl School- maſter he was, 
That fometimes here did teach, 
And Biſhop 100 of Breſcia, 
Who Chriſt did plainly preach, 


He had the Art to comprehend 
Much Matter in few Lines, 
Accommodat ing his his Diſcourſe 
To Perſons and to Times. 


His Precepts ſharp, and his ſtern Looks 
His beardleſs Boys did fear, 

Who, cauſe he kept them to their Books, 
Much Malice did him bear, 


For Children uſually think | | > 
Theic School- maſter unkind, | 5 

No Diſcipline in Youth ſeems ſweet, 
To Folly they incline, | 


The Heathen at this time did rage 

Againſt the Chriſtian Name, | 

And to the Saviour of the World 
Defiance they proclaim, 
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a; his own Scholars, 33 


This faithful School- maſter then did 
Our Saviour Chriſt adore, 

Fos which he is accus'd, and brought 
Before the Governor. 


Who in a Rage cries out, Ge take 
* This Traytor firaight away, 

© Deliver him to his own Boys, 
That they totment him may. 


© Let him be given to them all, 

And ler them act their Will, 

In tortwring him as they think fit, 
* So that they do him kill. 


Loet them ſcoff at him as they liſt, 
And him deride ſo long, 5 

© Till for meer wear ineſs their ſport 
* They can no more prolong, 


Loet them, I ſay, without controul 

- © Both rend and tear his Skin, 

Jo bathe their Hands let them be bold 
In the hot Blood of him. 


The Scholars hereat much rejoyce, 
And with alacrity 

Reſolve he their Revenge ſhall feel 

For his Severity. 


They bind his Hands behind his Back, 
And him they naked ſtrip, 


With Bodkins him they pierce and wound, 
And laugh to fee him kipp. 


The private Malice each one hath 
Within his Heart appears, 
In Fury now tliey pour it forth, 

\ They value not his Tears. 


Some 


34 The Manyrdom of Camanus 


Some throw great Stones and others break 
Their Tables on his Face, 

And cry, There's Latin now, and Greek, 
Like Boys devoid of Grace. 


From all Parts with much violence 
The Blood doth ſtteaming flow, 


_Whereby his Torments fliR increaſe, 


And more alllicting grow. 


Sometimes they pierce, ſometimes they rent 
This worthy Martyr's Fleſb, 
And thus by turns they do totment 


This Confeflor afreſh. 


Now all with one conſent on him 
Their murdering Hands they lay, 
To ſee the Blood | den. Limb to Limb 
Drop down, they make a Play. 


| More painful was the feeble hate 


0 
| 


Of Children oft and thick, 
Than of the greater Boys, whoſe Wounds: , 
Nearer his Heart did ſtick. 


For by the feeble Strokes of one 
His Coultancy was try'd, 


Which to his Torments added much, 


Vert Death to him denied. 


The deeper Wounds the great Ones gave, 
And nearer toucht the Quick, 


The welcomes he thought the ſame, - | 


Whom lingring Neath made lk. 


« God 
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15 bis own Scholars, 33 


0 God make you ſtrong (he er ies) I pray, 
* God give you Might at Will, 


That what jon want in Power you may 
In Cruelty fulfil. 


For whilſt you in barbarity 
* The Hang-man over match, 


* Though you have Wil, yer: Streagth you wast 
My Life quite to 


My Griefs wax great ; what groaneft thou? 
Said ſome to him 


again, 
© O now remember how at School, 
Thou mad'ſt us ſuffer Pain. 


© But we will pay thee, and make good = 
Thy many thouſand Stripes, 


« When we with weeping Eyes aft % 


In danger of thy Gripes. 


« Art thou now angry at our haſte 
That always cryd'it, Write, write, 

* And ſcarce a Minute would 't allow. 
For Pleaſure and Delight. 


+ We had forgot our playing times. 
8 Chutl deny dit us of, 

« We only now do point our Lines, 
And thus they — ſcoff. 


« Correct, good Sir, cur faulty Verte, 
oy 1. amiſs there be, 


« And if thou cand. to us Scharl 
« Who bath not pointed are. 


36 The Martyrdom of Caſſianus, Cc. 


Chriſt pitying this groaning Man 
With torments torn and tir'd, - 
Commands his Heart to break, and ſo 

He inſlanily expird. 


His Soul to God returg'd again 
Who it to him did give, 
A Mortal Life he left, that he 
In Heaven might ever live. 
* 


This is the Picture now, ſaith he, 
That thou doſt here behold, - 
Of Caffanus that bleſt Sovi | a 
Whoſe Story I have told. 


—V— — Yoo — — > L 22 * 
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If now thou any pity haſt, 
Oh do not it c 

But to his Memory ſhed a Tear 
To ſhew thy pious Zeal. 


"4 - pa 
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I could not but conſent to weep, 
And did embrace his Tomb, 
And this Memorial of him writ 

Whea I returned home, 


To ſerve as a Remembrance 

For ever to endure, 
Of Caſtanus Schook- maſter, 
All others to allure 


_ * Er 
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| To Conſtancy under the Croſs 
Of their Profeſſion, 
that they 


— — 


And count all Loſſes Gain 
Shall ſuffer thereupon, 
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A Spiritnal Hymn or Song, made and 


37 


ſung 


by Mrs. Ann Askew, 4 Chriſtian Lady, 


who ſuffered a cruel Martyrdom for the 
Proteſtant Faith, in the Reign of King 


Henry VIII. 


IKE to an armed Knight 
Prepared to the Field, 
With this World will I fight, 
And Faith ſhall be my Shield. 


Faith is that Weapon ſlrong 
Which will not fail at need, 

My Foes therefore among 
Therewith I will proceed. 


As it is kept in ſtrength _ 
Aud force, in Chrin his way, 
It will prevail at length 
Though all the Devils ſay nay. 


Faith in the Fathers Old _ 
Obtained Rightevulneſs, 
Which maketh me fo-bolgd 
To fear no World's Diiltets. 


I now rejoice in Heart, 

And Hope bids me do fo, 

For Chriſt will take wy part, 
Aud cale nie of my Woe, 


Thou ſay'ſi Lord, Who fo knock 
To them thou wilt attend, 
Open therefore the Lock, . 

Aud thy ſlrong Power down ſend. 


38 A Spiritual Hymn, &c. 


More Enemies I have 
Than Hairs to crown my Head, 
Let them not me deprave 
But fight thou in my ſtead. | 3 


On thee my care I caſt 

For all their cruel Spight, 
I value not their haſfle, 

For thou art my Delight. 


I am not one thar liſt ; 
My Anchor to ler fall 

For every drizling milt, 

My Ship's ſubilantial. 


Nor oft uſe I to write 0 a 
In Proſe nor yet in Rhime, ; 

Yer will I ſhew one ſight 
Thar I ſaw in my time; 


| I faw a Royal Throne 
Where Juſlice ſhould have ſir, 
Bur in her ſtead was oue _ 
Of bloody cruel Wit. . 


O'rewhelm'd was Righteouſneſs 

As by a raging Flood, | : 
Satan in fierce Exceſs - 

Suckt up the guiltleſs Blood. 


Then thought I, Jeſus Lord 
* When thou wilt Judge us all, 

© Hard it is to record | 

What on theſe Men will fall. Ih 


-”- 


et 
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© Yet Lord I thee deſite 
* For what they do to me, 

Let them not taſte the hize 
+ Of their * 


— 


Divine Exhortations, by Mr. John Rogers, 
Miniſter of &. Sepulehres, London, who 
was burnt in Smithfield, in the bloody 


Reign of Q. Mary, for the Profeſſ on f 


the Proteſtant Religion. 


Written to a Virtuous Woman. 


O ye that love the Lord, fee that af hate the 
Thing that is evil. 


HE God that giveth life and light, ' 
And leadeth unto Reſt ; 
That breaketh Bonds, and bringeth out 

The Poor that are oppreſt. 


That keepeth Mercy, for the Meek 
His Treaſure and his Store, 

Increaſe thy Life in perfet Love 

. Both now and evermore. 


That as thou haſt begun to build 
In Faith and fervent Love, | 

Thou may'it be made a mighty Tower 
Which nothing may remove. 


That thine Example may be ſhew'd 
Among all thine iagceale, 

That they may leara to live like thee, 
Aud x}, their time in reace. 
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40 Mr. John Rogers the Martyr, 


Thy Salutations that were ſent 
1 heartily return, _ * 
Aud fend back ſeventy times as much 


To thee and thine again. 


And now becauſe I know the Gift 
That thou doſt value molt, 

I fend this little Book to thee 
A Tning of little coſt, 


hope thou wilt accept it well, 

Although it be but ſmall, 

Becauſe I have no bettet thing 
To make amends withal. 


For all the free and friendly) Deeds 


Which thy good Will hath wiought, 


In my neceſſity | give 
A thing that colt me ought. 


— 


_ 


— 


to a Virtuous Woman, 


Abſtain from all ungodlineſs, 
In Piety ſpend your Days; 

Continue not in any Sin, 
Beware of wicked ways. 


Hold faſt your Faith un feignedly, 
Build as you have begun, 

And arm yourſelf with perfect Faith 
To do as you have done. 


Leſt wicked Men ſhould mock at what 
You now have took in Hand, 
If you once leave the living Rock 

To build upen the Sand. 


Beware of all Hypocriſy, 
Let nothing you deter, 
Or cauſe you to renounce the Faith 


Of Chriſt your Saviour, 


For if you keep the perfect Path, 
As I well hope you do, 
' You ſhall be ſure to have ſuch Shame 


As Men can put you to, 


For all that lead a godly Life 
Will ſurely ſuffer Loſs, 
The World will hate and perſecute 
And make them kiſs the Crols. 


Ye ſhall be kill'd, ſaith Jeſus Chriſt 
Your Sorrows ſhall not ceale, 
And yet in your Afflictions 


I am your perfect Peace. 
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42 Mr. John Rogers the Martyr, 


w 


For in this World you ſhall have woe, 
Becauſe you are unknown, 

And becauſe you the World do hate, 
The World will love its own. 


Be conſtant therefore to the Death, 
Againſt all their Decrees, 

And God ſhall ſurely fight for you 
Againſt your Enemies. 


Commit your cauſe unto the Lord, 
Revenge not any III; 

And you ſhall fee the Wicked want 

When you ſhall have your fill. 


What e're afflictions you befal, 
Whatever they can do, 

Yet they that Wealth can never gain 
Which we attain unto, 


For I have ſeen the Sinners ſpread 
Their Branches as the Bay, 

And yet ere one could turn his Head 
Were withered quite away. 


Let Money never makeyour Heart 
Preſumptucuſly rife 

Againit rne goodneſs of the Lord 

Among the worldly Wile. 


For it more Miſchiefs hath porduc'd 
Than can be well expreit. 
And many evils it hath wrogght, - 

Hardly to be redreſt. 


— 


to a Virtuous Woman. 


For Money maketh many Men 
Againſt Heav'n to rebel, | 

And he that maketh Gold a Gad 
He hath his Soul to ſell. 


It maketh great Men kill and lay, 
And watte the Earth with War, 
They often leave the Wolf at home 
And hunt the Fox afar. 


And though they ſhould fee Juſtice done 
And People live at reſt, 

Yer Money often tempteth them 
To lee the Poor oppreſt. 


The Husband- man that Money hath 
His Work almoſt dorh ſcorn, 

It ſcarce will ſuffe: him to ſow 
Or caſt abroad his Corn. 


The Husband he a Wife would have 
With Nobles new and old, 

The Wife doth wiſh the Husband dead 
That ſhe may have his Gold. 


Many ſad Murthers it hath caus'd, 
And many bloody Hands; 

The Son ſometimes the Father Nays 

That he may have his Lands. 


For though it r<ceſfary be 
And ulcful in its kind, 

It oftentimes proves. dangerons 
Unto a wicked Mind, 
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42 Mr. John Rogers the Martyr, + 


For in this World you ſhall have woe, 
Becauſe you are unknown, _ | 

And becauſe you the World do hate, 
The World will love its own, 


Be conſtant therefore to the Death, 
Againſt all their D. 

And God ſball ſurely fight for you 
Againſt your Enemies. 


Commit your cauſe unto the Lord, 
Revenge not any III; 5 IPO 
And you ſhall fee the Wicked want 4 
When you ſhall have your fill. 


What e're afflictions you befal, 

Whatever they can do, | 
Yet they that Wealth can never gain 
Which we attain unto, 


For I have ſcen the Sinners ſpread 
Their Branehes as the Bay, | 

And yet ere one could turn his Head 
Were withered quite away, —_ 


. Let Money never makeyour Heart 
Preſumptuoufly rife — 
Againit rne goodneſs of the Lord ; 


Among the worldly Wiſe. 


For it more Miſchiefs hath perduc'd 4 
Than can be well expret}, „ 

And many evils it hath wy 
Hardly to be redreſt. 


ought, & 


— 


— — 


—— — — 


to a Virtuons Wiman. 


For Money maketh many Mea - 

Againſt Heav'n to rebel, Ke; 

And he that maketh Gold a God 
He hath his Soul to ſell. 


It maketh great Men kill and flay, 
And waite the Earth with War, 

They often leave the Wolf at home 

And hunt the Fox afar. | 


And though they ſhould fee Juſtice done 


And People live at reſt, 
Yer Money often tempteth them 
To lee the Poor oppreſt. 


The Husband- man that Money hath 
His Work almoſt doth ſcorn, 

It ſcarce will ſuffer him to ſow 

Or caſt abroad his Corn. 
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The Husband he a Wife would have 1 


With Nobles new and old, | 


The Wife doth wiſh the Husband dead 


That ſhe may have his Gold. 


Many ſad Murthers it hath caus'd, 

And many bloody Hands; | 
The Son ſometimes the Father Nays 
That he may have his Lands. 


For though it neeeſſary be 
And uleful in its kind, 

It oftentimes proves. dangerons 
Unto a wicked Mind. 


- 
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44 Air. John Rogers the Martyr, 


As he that playeth with the Pitch 
His Fingers are defil'd, 

So he that maketh Gold his God, 

Will ſurely be beguil'd. 


1 
Be always friendly to the Poor 


And to the Fatherlets, 
till aſſilt them at their Need 
Gaiuſt thoſe who them opptels. 


— 


= 


In al your Deeds and Actions 
Mercy do you retain, 
With the ſame Meaſure you meet God 


| Will meet to you again. 


Be ever humble in your Life, 

1 God's Mercies always own ; 
The higheſt Trees are ſeldom ſafe, 

i And ſooneſt overthrown. 
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The Lions lack and ſuffer fore 
With Hunger and with Thirſt, | 
And they that do oppreſs the Poor Fo 
Continue ſtil! accurſt, - ES 2 


| 
. The painful Bee but little i is | Ar 
E In Body, or in Sight, | 
And yet the bringeth more increaſe Ey 
. Than either Crow or Kite. f 


Never forget that you muſt dye, 
i" Keep well your Watch alway; 
Be ſure of Oil within your Lamp, 
| Ler not your Light decay. 


Tor Death ſpares neither thoſe that want, 
| Nor who abundance have: 

| He treadeth down the Rich and Poor 

þ Together in the Grave, 


to a Virtuous Woman, 


Exhort your Children to be Chaſle, 
- Rebuke them for all ill. 
And let them not in any Caſe 
Be wedded to their Will. 


Let them not too familiar grow, 
To laugh with them forbear, 
Leſt they at laſt make you to weep, 
But bring them up in fear. 


And let your Life be fo exact 
That none may you ſuſpect 

Guilty of thoſe enormities 
For which you them corre. 


IIa Meekneſs and in Modeſty 

| Let all our Deeds be done, 

That they which are without the Law 
May ſee how 1ight you run. 


Keep well your Tongue within your Mouth, 
Take care that it you tame, 

For out of little Sparks of Fire 

There oft proceeds a Flame. 


And as the Poy ſon doth exptels 
The Nature of the Toad ; 

Even ſo the Tongue doth manifeſt 
The Heart that feareth God. 


For there with bleſs we God above, 
And therewith curſe we Men, 

And thereby Murders do ariſe, . 
Through Women now and then, 


Now fince it fo unruly is 
O'er it {till hold the power, 
And to prevent all miſchief, keep 
A Watch before the Door, 
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46 Mr. John Rogers the Meryyr, | 


I write theſe Things, not that I think 
You guilty of the ſame, 

Bur to declare how Sin in all 
We ſharply ougnt to blame. 


For Fleſh and Blood I know you are 
As other Women be : 


And while we dwell in Fleſh and Blood 
There is Inſirmity. 


Receive a warning willingly, 
That to your Face is told 

Account this Gift of greater Price 
Than if they gave you Gold, 


A wiſe Man, ſaith King Solomon, 
. © Keproving will embrace; 

A Fool will fooner (as ſaith wo 
Be [mitten on the Face. 


As your Affections muſt be dead 
To all things that are vaia ; 
Even to by Baptiſm you are born 

To live with Chiiſt again. 


Thus farewel true and. faithful ne 
The Lord that is above 

Increaſe in you a perfect Faith, 

Aud lead you in his Love. 


And as I do ſincerely pray 
And pour out bitter Tears, 

For you and all at Liberty, 
Abroad among the Briers, 


to a Virtueus Woman, 


Even ſo I pray you recommend 
My Perſon and my Bands 

Unto the everlaſting God 
Who hath me in his Hands. 


That I may pafs out of this World 
Wherein I was oppreſt, 

Incloſed in a clod of Clay 
And can obtain no Reit. 


That as he hath begun in me 
His great Salvation, 

I may attain to overtake 
My Brethren that are gone. 


That when Death fhall have done his worſt, 
In God's appointed Place 

I may be able like a Man 
To 8 Chriſt in the Face. 


For though Death may at length convert 
My Body into Duſt, 

Yer | am ſure my Soul to God 
Will go, in whom I truſt. 


And though for his great Name I ſhould 
Happen to lole my Blood, 

I ſhall receive it ſafe again 
When God ſhall ſee it good. 


For my Redeemer I am fure 
Doth live for evermore ; 

And ſitteth high within che Heavens, 
All Angels him adore. 
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Of whom I hope to have a Crown 
That always ſhall remain, 

And perfect Reſt and Peace enjoy 
Inſtead of Woe and Pain. 


The God that giveth all increaſe, 
And ſeeketh Souls ta ſave, 
Increaſe in you that peife& Peace 


Which I do hope to have. 


And I deſeech the living Lord | 5 

To hold you in his Hands, F 
And give you all the Comforts I | 
Experience in my Bands; 1 


Which J eſteem of higher Price 
Than Pearl or precious Stone, 

And will endure for evermore 
When earthly Things be gone, 
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For though the Fire doth quite conſume | 
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Our Treaſure and our Store, : Y 
Vet ſhall the goodnels of the Lord 
| Endure for evermore. | B 


And fince you are a Friend to them 

Thar are to Heav'n molt dear: | | F 

The Lord of Heaven make you amends 
When all Men ſhall appear, 


Who have ſhew'd Mercy to the Meek 
8 And freed them out of Pain. 
| The God of Grace poſſeſs your Soul, 
Till we do meet again. | 


' 


II yon would have a Recompence ES 
» © Continue in Obedience. 
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Mr, John Rogers the Martyr his Inflruc- 
tions to his Children. 


IVE ear my Children to my Word, 
Whom God hath dearly bought, 
Lay up his Law within your Hearts, 

And print it in your Thought, 


For I your Father have obſerv'd 
The frail and filthy way 
Which Fleſh and Blood are apt to go, 
Tu they their Souls betray. | 


For all and every living Beaſt, 
Their Crib do know full well, 
Bur Adam's Heirs above the reſt, 

Are ready 10 rebel. 


Yea, all the Creatures on the Earth 
Do eaſily keep their Way, 

But Man abeve all Creatures elſe 
Is apt to go aſtray. 


For Earth and Aſhes is his Strength, 
His Glory and his Gain; 
And unto Aſhes he at length 

M uit ſure return again. 


All Fleſh doth flouriſh like a Flower, 
And grow up like the Graſs, - 

And is conſumed in an Hour, 
As daily comes to paſs. . 
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In me your Image you may ſee, 
And hence learn not to truſt 

| In vain and periſhiug Mortals who 
Are ſoon diſſolved to Duſt, 


Por as you'll ſee your Father's Fleſh 

Converted into Clay, 

Even ſo ſhall ye my Children dear, 
Conſume and wear away. 


The Sun, the Moon, the twinkling Stars, 


The Earth and every earthly thing 
Shall be conſumed quite. 


Yea all the Glory of the World 
That e'er was heard or (zen, 
Shall vaniſh and be quite conſum'd, 
As it had never bern. > 


That you may therefore follow me 
Your Father and your Friend, 
And may enjoy eternal Life, 
W hich never ſhall have end. 


] 1-ave you here a little Book 
For you to look upon, 

That you may (ce your Father's Face 
When he is dead and gone. 


Who for the hope of heavenly Things, 

While he did here remain, 
Spent all his youthful golden Days 

| Ig Prilon and in Pain. 


. 
— 
— 


That ſerve us Day and Night, ; 


to his Children. 


And where among my Iron Bands, 
Incloſed in the dark; 

Not many Days before my Death, 
I did compoſe this Work. 


For you mine Heirs of earthly things, 
3 Whom | call leave behind, 

That you may reac and underſtand, 
And keep it in your Mind. 


Ua as you ſhall be Heits of what 

Will quickly wear away | 
Even ſo you may poſſeſs . Part 
Which never thall decay. 


That following your Father's Steps 
In Truth and Chiſtian Love 

Vou may Co-heirs be with him 

In Bleſſednels above. 


Who for example to your Youth, 
To whom I wiſh all good, 

Do ſhow to you the way to Heaven, 
And ſeal it with my Blood. 


Have always God before your Eyes, 

And in your whole Intents, 
Commit not Sin in any wile, 
Keep his Commandments. 


Give Honour to your Maiher dear, 
Remember well her pain, | 
And recompence her in her Lead 


With klial Love again.  * 1 
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Be always aiding her at need, 

| And let her not decay; 
Remember your dear Father's gone 
Who ſhould have been her ſtay. 


Give of your Portion to the Poor 
| As Riches do atiſe, 

' And from the needy naked Soul 

| Turn not away your Eyes. 


For he that will not hear the Cry 
Of thoſe that are in need, 

| Shall cry himſelf and not be heard, i 
\'F When he doth hope to fpeed. 


If God hath giv'n yon great increaſe 
And bleſſed well your Store, 
Remember ye are but in Truit 
To miniſter the more. 


| 

| Give then a Portion to the Poor 

Ins Money and in Meat, pgs 
| And fred the fainting feeble Soul es 
| 

| 


With what yourſelves do eat. — 


And when you hungry are yourſelf 
And want Cloaths to your Back, 
Be lure you do not thole forget | 
That Food and Raiment lack. "OY 


Take heed of Sclf-conceit and Pride, 
Build not your Neſts too high, 

But always keep it in your Thoughts, 
That you are born to die. 


Defraud not him that hired is 
Your La boui to ſuſtain, 

But give him always. out of Hagd 
His Penny tor nis Pain. 
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to his Children. MP 


And as you would that other Men 
Toward you ſhould proceed, ” 
Do you the ſame to them age 
When you do ſtand in need. 


Beware of foul and filthy Luſt, 
Let Whoredom have uo place, 
Keep clean your Veſſels in the Lord, 
That he may you embrace. 


Ye are the Temples of the Lord, 
For ye are dearly brought; 

And they that do defile the lame 
Shall ſurely come to nought. 


Ask Counſel always of the Wiſe, 
To their Advice attend, 


Do not refuſe the ſweer rebuke 


Of him that is your Friend. 


Be thankful always to the Lord, 
Ia Prayer and in Praiſe; - 
And him beſeech, that he would you 
Direct in all your Ways. 


And be not like thoſe brutiſh Men, 
Whoſe Bellies being fed, 

Conſume their Years upon the Earth 
At Table and in Bed. 


Seek firlt, I fay, the Living God, 
All Things him mind before, 

And be aſſur d that he will bleſs 
Your Basket and your Store. 


And thus if you ditect your Ways, 
According to this Book ; 


Thar like to me you look. 


Thoſe that obferve your Deeds will lay, 


And 
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| 54 Mr. John Rogers the Martyr, 


Aud when you once have perfectly 
Even at your Fingers ends, 


Learnt all th-ſe Preceps I have given; 


= . - a 
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Then lend them to your Friends. 


An Asheſeech the living Lord, 
Refteriſh you with Grace, 
Tha may meet you in the Heav'ns, 
And tee you Face to Face, 


And though Death now doth cut me off 
Courrary to my Kind, 

So that I cannot you enjoy 

According to my Mind. 


Yet dol hope that when the Heav'ns 
Shall vaniſh like a fcrole, 

I ſhall receive you ell again 
In Body and in Soul. 


Now that you may at length arrive 
Into this Holy Land, 

Th' Almighty Lord of Heaven and Eanh 
Pxeferve you in hi, Hand, | 


- 
Farewel dear Children ; in this World 
You mult a while 1cmain - 
The Lord of Hoſts be your Defence, 
Till we do meet again, _. 


Farewel my tender loving Wife, 
My Children and my Friends, 

L hope in God to fee you all, 

| Whenall things have thei; end. 


— -- 


11 


to his Children. 


If you go on to ſerve the Lord, 
As you have now begun, 

You quickly will arrive at Heav'n ; 
You have not far to run. 


God grant you ſo to end your Li 
An he ſhall think ir beſt, . 

That you may enter into Joy, 
Where I do hope to teſt. 


Verſes written at the requeſt of a Pious L 
in her Book, by Mr. John Rogers. 


F you will walk the way 
Thar Chriſt hath you aſlign'd, 

Then learn this little Verſe 

That I have left behind. 


7 


Be fervent in the Truth, 
Although it bear the blame, 
And till apply your Yout 
To cleave unto the ſame. 


That when old Aze ſhall come, 
And Death begins ro call, 
That Truth may be your Staff, 

To ſtay you up withal. 


For thoug h it cauſe rebuke, 
And bring you to the Croſs, 
Yet it is a Reward x 
To all that ſuffer Loſs, 
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For here we do lay out 
The Things that are but vain, 
But we are ſure to teap 

What always will remain. 


All that we here do loſe 

| Is only filth and ſlime, 
It's like untoa Flower 

| That tarrieth but a time. 


But if ye follow Chr iſt, 
And walk the perfect Way, 
Ye ſhall poſſeſs that Gold 
Which never ſhall decay. 


And all your Father's Goods 

Shall be your Recompence, 
If you will ferve the Lord 

With double Diligence, 


Not only for to hear 
His pure and holy Word ; 
But likewiſe to endure 1 21 
Affliction ot the Sword. a 5 


If you in this Path keep l 
And to the Lord {till look, 

Then ſhall you meet the Man 
That wiit this in your Bock, 


In that Eternal Joy . $ 

Which always will remain, 

Then farewel faithful Friend, yl 
Aaill we do meet again. | 


* 


. "4 
Mr. John Rogers the Martyr to his 
Brother. 


8 Nature doth me bind, 

Since thou art of my Blood, 
According to my kind 

I'll-Qtrive to do thee good. 
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That thou may'ſt keep in Mind 
How I have run my Race, 

Although rhou ſtayſt behind 
Let for a little ſpace. 


I ſend thee here God's Word, 
Which I on thee beſtow : 

For which I loſe my Life, 
And leave all things below, 


This precious Peatl of Price, 
I found that I had gain'd 


For when 1 had obtain'd | 
The ſure way to be wile. = | 


It taught me how to live, | 
Aad this World to deſpiſe, | | 

To follow the true Light, 3 | 
And to renounce all Lies. | 


That though my Seed I ſow 
In Bonds and bitter Tears, 


Vet 1 ſhall reap 8 | | 
To everlalting Years, 1 $66 vg 


And gain for all my Loſs 
My Travel and my Pain 
A thouland times and more 
Of detter Goods again. 


And now beeauſe the Peace 
That ever hath been gain'd, 
And that the Lord's Ele 
Have evermore obtain'd, 


| This Book doth comprehend 

| Which I beſtow on thee, 

Of which I have my Parr, 
£ thou mayſt plainly ſee. 


| 

| In which I hope thou haſt 
4 A Stock likewiſe in Store, 

| 


Wich thou wilt ſafe preſerve 


Be very carefol ſtill, 

That thou do keep it well, 
For if thou it doſt loſe, 

Thy Portion will be Hell. 


| had here I teſtify 
Before the living God, 


[1 willingly ſubmic 
Io his chaſtizing Rod. 


And as I am condemn'd 
To ourward Puniſhment, 

| | wy Heart is fixt on God, 
am therewith content, 


58 Ar. John Rogers the Martyr, 


Till God ſhall make it more. 


For 


Pi 


A 


to his Brother. 


For ſince he doth me call 
To witnels to the Faith, 
And juilify his Truth 


And what his good Word ſaith. 


I by his Grace reſolve _ 
Since he will have it ſo, 
1! ſtrive with all my might 

Error to overthiow. 


And in defence of Truth 
All dangers will our-face, 

Since I am well aſſut'd 
Jeſus will me embrace, 


That thoſe who hear that I 
Did combare viliantly 
For the ttue Faith of Chriſt 

May never fear to dye. 


And though it be my Lot b 
My Foes ſhould take my Blood, 
Yer they ſhall find it will 
Do them moie hurt than good, 


And now dear Brother when 
Thou heat'ſt of my deceaſe, 
Pray to the Living God 
That I may reſt in peace. 


« 
And to my woful Wife = 
Aad Widow deſolate, 
Whom 1 ſhall leave behind 
In very mean Eſtate. 
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With Grief incompaſſed, 

| And Sorrows left alone, 

O be to her a ſtay AM 
When I am dead and gone, 


My Tongue cannot expreſs 
The Trouble of my Mind, 

Nor yet my Heavinels, 

To leave you here behind. 


But as thou art my Bone, 

{ My Brother and my Blood, 
So do not her deny 

| ©" What ene may do her good. 


Though for the ſake of Chriſt 
She now endure the Crols : 
If ſted faſt ſhe remain 
She'll never ſuffer loſs. 


' _ 4 Husband ſhe hath loſt 

Who was a mortal Man, 

| Whoſe Days were ſoon cut off, 
f His Lite was but a Span. 


| But ſhe ſhall have a King 
To help her till at Hand, 

And who her to aſfiit - 
His Angels will command. 


Likewiſe my Daughter dear 
| I recommend to thee, 


Her up ia Modelly. 


60 Ar. John Rogers the Martyr, 


Nor doubt ing thou wilt bring 5 


That 


to his Brother, "5 "_ 


That fhe may grow in Grace 

By thy Pateinal care, 

Aud learn to lead her Life. 
In the Almighty's fear. 


And ſtill remember that 
Thy Brother being dead, 
Thou now art left to be 
A Father in his ſtead. 


And now my Brother dear 8 
And thou my Mother's Son, 
O lay aſide all fear 
And do as I have done. 


For God will thee aſſiſt, 
And ſo thy Faith increaſe, 
That though thou ſuffer Death, 
Thou ſhalt have perfect Peace. 


Reſt without wearineſs, 
And Pleaſure without Pain, 
Where we ſhall meet with Joy 
And never part again, 


* 
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The Concluſon of Mr. John Rogers his 


Poems. 


Lord inſtruct me in thy Laws, 
That I wy ways may mend, 
And in thy Precepts walk always, 
Ev'n uuto my live's end. 


| 


Sire mean underſtanding Mind, 


O quicken me in all thy ways 


62 The Conclufion, 


Sc I] ſhall never ſtarr, 


But I ſhall Keep all thy Commands 


Sincerely from my Heart. 


Lord grant me Courage to proceed 
In what I have begun, 
For my De ſire and whole Delight 
Is in thy ways to tun. 


| Incline my Heart to thy right Paths, 


And fix thereon my Thought, 
Aud let me not conſume my Days 
To covet things of nought. 


0 quicken me by thy good Spirit, 


Let me the World deſpile, 
And from its fond and fooliſh Toys 
Turn thou away mine Eyes. 


Plant in my Soul the Word of Truth 


Which is to me ſo dear, 
And ler thy Judgments awe my Sou 
And keep them 1111] iu tear. 


Lord free me from the fear of Wrath 


Which grievous is and fore ; 


For all thy Judgments and thy Laws 
Endure far evetmore. 


Behold, O Lord, in thy Precepts, 
Is all my whule Delight, 


That I may walk upright. 


The Panting Soul. 
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ORD Jeſus who ſhall give me Wiags 
L Of Finh and elle any 
Taat I may mount A an earthly * Things 


And = with thee above. 


W here there are Joys both firm and gal. 
W here no Man can lament; 


But here be Toys which firſt or laſt 
All mortal Men repent. — 


For Sin and Sorrow overflow 
Mortals, though ne'er ſo high, 

Lord I can find no rell below, 
But up to thee I fly, 


But yet the weight of Fleſh and Blood 
Doch fo my flight reſtrain 

Tnat oft I wiſh, yer do no goed, 
I mount and fall again. 


Yet when this fleſbly Fantaſy 
is maſtted by the Mind, 

I cry, * Avoid all Vanity 
* And . go behind. 
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My wearied Wings, 


The panting Soul. 


Lo thus Iweet Lord, I Hy about 
In weak and weary Caſe, 
Much like the Dove Noah ſent out 
Which found no reſting-Place. - 


Lord Jeſus mark, 
And when thou ſeeſt it beſt, 

Stretch out thy Hand out of thine Ark 
And take me to thy Reſt. 


The Angelick Anthem. 


Glory to God in the Higheſt, on Earth 
Peace, and good Wi 7 towards Men. St. 
Luke II. 14 


LL Glory be to God on high, 

| And Peace on Earth, good Will-to Men; 
This was the Choir of Angels Song, 

Ar Jeſus's Birth in Bethlehem. 


For then th' Eternal Son of God. 
Became the bleſſed Virgin's Son, 
God manifeſted in rhe F I 
To ſave Mankind, elle quite undone. 


0 Come let us magnify his Name 


With Angels, and Arch-angels ſtill, 


= And fing, Al Glory be to God, 


And * on Earth, 10 Men good Will. 
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The Angelick Ant hem. 65 
2, For by this work of God made Man, 
The Heavens and Earth have cauſe of Joy, 
The Heavens new Glory have thereby, 
The Earth doth heavenly Peace enJoy. 


And both from God's good Will to Man ; 

For lo! this bleffed heavenly Child : 
Hath Adam and his Race redeem'd, 

And to his Father reconcil'd. 


© Come let us magnify his Name : 
* With Angels and Arch- angels then, 
+ And ing all Glory be to God, 
And Peace on Earth, good Will to Men. 


3. This Babe, though in a Manger laid, 
Was yet the King of Glory born: 
nd came from Heaven Man to fave, 
Who othetwile had been forlotn. 


e is our only Peace on Earth, 
The Conſcience Pacifier here; 
e is our Glory in the Heavens, 
Our bleſſed Glorifies there. 


Come then above all Creatures we 

« Should fing his Angels Anthem ſtill, 
All Glory de to God on high, 

* And Peace on Earth, to Men good Will, 


But firſt from Men on Earth below 

Should Glory mount to God on high, . 
den God from Heav'n would ſhower down peace 
To Men on Earth abundantly. - 


For 


For God being now at 


As in beginning was, is now, 
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66 The Angelick Anthem. 


peace with Man, 
Thro” Chriſt the Lord both God and Man, 
The Heavens and Earth are likewiſe Friends, 
As 'twas when firſt the World began. 


Come let us magnify his Name 

With Angels and Arch-angels then, 
And ſing, all Glory be to God, 

And Peace on Earth, good Will to Men. 


J. O what tranſcendant Love was this 


Of that great God to poor Mankind, 


When Men aud Angels both were fal'n, 


God took Man up, left them behind. 


And that Man might be quit fram Hell, 

And brought unto Heaven's glorious Bliſs ; 

The Prince of Heaven did Man become, 
Was ever Mercy like to this ? 


Come then and let us praiſe his Name 
With Angels and Arch-angels ſtill, 
© And give God Glory in the higheſt, 
+ That ſhew'd to Men ſuch great good Will. 


6. To thee, O moſt Almighty Loid, 
Moſt holy, glorious Trinity, © 

The Father, Son, and Holy Ghoſt, 
Iu ever bleſſed Unity. 


From Hearts and Souls, and all our Powers, 
All glory, praiſe, thankſgiving be, 


And ſhall be zo Eternity. 


For Chriſt the Lord, our Jeſus born 
At time pretizt in Bethlehem; 

Let Heaven and Earth, with all their Hoſls, 
Come join with us, and ſay; Amen. 


i 


The Song of Simeon. 


Lord now letteſt thou thy Servant depart in 
Peace according to thy Word, For mine 
Eyes have ſeen thy Salvation, &. Luke 
II. 29, 30. : \ 


L MEON was one who waited for 
| Th Meſſiah, Iſrael's Conſolation, 
Whom he ſhould ſee before he dy'd, 

As God had ſhew'd by Revelation. 


And when the Viegio brought her Son . 
To th' Temple to preſent him there, 

Simeon, by motion of the Spirit, 

Came praifing God with . cheer, 


The bleſſed Babe in's Arms | : 
« He gently elaſpt about; 

© Aud then his Swan-like Song 
-« Divinely wardled out; 


[ | 2. Lord, ſince thou now haſt let me ſee. 
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How Lord thould I abefied be 


| To God for Man, who elſe had periſhr, 


The Song of Simeon. 


The Chriſt, thy promiſed Salvation, 
Which thou would have reveal'd to be 6 
Before the Face of every Nation, ES 


ll A ſaving Light to the Gentiles, who * 


* In Daiknels and Death's Shades did dwell, 
Thy Glory and the way of Peace 86 
6 To thine own People Hael. | 
© Now letteſt.thou tby Seivant, 
© Gracious and bleſſed Lord, 


rt in Peace and Joy, 
© According to thy Word. 


3. If Simeon, ſeeing Chriſt a Child, 

uſt come i' th' World for our Salvation, 
That glorious Work yet unfulfill'd, ) 

Was fill'd with Joy and Conſolation. 


As diſeſteeming all beſide, 
Not valuing living longer here, 


That live in Goſpel light fo clear; 


And who my Saviour's Acts, 

« And his Sufferings plainly ſee, 
« And know the Benefits £ 
© Thereof belong to me? 


„Divine Peace- maker! how ſhould I 
Adore thy Mercy infigite, 
That God our Nature ſhould aſſume, 
And to his Perſon it unite. 


That he being God and Man in One, 
A Mediator might become 


And had been utterly undoue, 


The Song of Simeon. 
© Moſt gracious Lord, how ſhould 
My Soul affected be, 


« At this thy wondrous 
And great Humility. 


$. That the Creator of the World, 

(For by thy Ward all things began) 

phould yield a Creature to become, 
And twice be made a ſinful Man. 


Made of the Virgin, ſo to take 
Our Nature and Infitmities; 
Made under th' Law, to undergo 

Our Load of Sins and Miſeries. 


© How then, 'O bleſſed God, 
« Should I affected be,- 

* With this great Work of Love 
* And Mercy toward me! 


6. That be to whom Heaven's Powers did bow, 
And to him ſtill were ſerviceable, . 
Fot Wretches, ſhould deſcend ſo low | 

Ae to be born within a Stable, 


Should be purſu'd by Tyrants Rage ; 

Tempred by Satan; made a ſcorn; 
Betray d, Arraigned, and Condemned, 
Grievouſly ſcourg'd, and arown'd with Thorn, 


Nail'd to the Croſs, and then, 
© 'Twixt two Thieves Crucified, 
Pierced even to the Heart, 

« Oppreſt in Soul befide. 


p. Bleſt Jeſus! why ſnoald'ſt thou endure 
| Thy Body Precious, Innocent, 
Lea, Sacred, Holy, by the Hands 
Of Sinners to be torn and rent? 


Loſt 3 Could 
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Could nought elſe expiate my fins ? | 

Why mult theſe Torments lye on thee ? 
O wretched Soul thou didſt offend, 11 
- Thy graeious Saviour pitied thee. 


O let my Heart then weep, 
* Even Tears of Blood within, . 
* For theſe thy ſufferings, He 
And for my grievous fin. 


8. Dear Lord whoſe Love unalterable, 6 * 
Caus'd thee to ſuffer this for me, 

Icflame my Heart with Love, that I J. 

With awful Love may worſhip thee. 


That with repentant Tears and Heart, 
Proſtrare thy bleeding Wounds before | 

My Lord thus Crucify'd for me, Ot: 

With humble Faith I may adore. 


That I may hate myſelf | T 
s For all my grievous ſins, 

Which did occaſion theſe : A 
* Thy grievous ſufferings, 


9. O ler me pour forth Streams of Tears, . 
And hearty ſighs of true contrition, | 
My Sin and Wickedneſs to bewail, 

And my forlorn State and Condition. 


| 
o 

Which guilt and ſenſe o'th?* Wrath of God, 1 
Deſert of Hell and Condemnation, 1 
Do threaten, were not my Hope fixt Anc 
1 
hu 
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Oa thee the God of my Salvation. 


* *Tis thou, and thou alone, 

+ Bleſt Lord! can'ſt fuccour me, 
O (ave my ſinſul Soul 

Which only truſis in thee. 


10. Whe 


The Song of Simeon. 


10. When Iſrael in Moſes's time, 
The Serpents wounded mortally, 
The Brazen Serpent was lift up, 
That who lookt on it might not dye. 


Was there ſuch Virtue in. the Type, 
Of this thy Croſs and Elevation? 

How much Grace doth thy precious Blood 
Aﬀord my Soul for its Curation. 


© Then let my humble Faith 
Cleave ever faſt to thee, 

t Sweet Saviour let us meet 
And never parted be. . 


11. When I look to this Croſs of thine, 
Five Victories my Meditation, 
Obſerves to be atchiev'd by thee 
For making ſure of Mau's Salvation. 


The Law of Grace gainſt that of Works, 
Prevails io work my Liberty. 

Againſt my Sin thy ſelf made fin, 
And Righteoulneſs wait made to me. 


* Thou by thy precious Death 
* My Death aboliſhing, 

* Whereby from Death to Life 
Thou, Lord, my Soul didſt bring. 


12. The Prince of Darkneſs thou didſt conquer, 
That I God's Child might flill remain ; 

And Hell irs ſelf didſt overcome, 
That I Heaven's Glory might obtain. 


hus by thy precious Death and Paſſion, 

My Enemies were vanguiſht quite ; 

nd from the Law I thereby freed, 

And under Grace brought by thy Might, 
V he : D 2- * 
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|” Thou haſt berroth'd thy gracious ſelf 


72 The Song of Simeon. 


* Let this thy Spirit of Grace, 
O Jeſus! govern me, 

* That [| may dye to Sin 
* And ever live to thee. 


13. That I may flill divide my time, 
Between true Sorrow. for my Sins, 

And praiſing of thy holy Name, 

From whence my Hope of Comfort ſprings. 


And ſo by Faith being knit to thee, 
Thy Spirit dwelling in my Heart, 
Scul of my Soul be thou to me, 
Aud ſpiritual Life to me impart, 


© That I by Myſtical 
© Injundtion = be, 

Truly (though ſpiritually) 
Made ever one with thee. 


14. Of which ſweet Union I am ſure, 
By the Seals of thine eternal Love ; 

Thy- Word of Truth, thy Sacraments, 

And Spirit of Peace ſent from above. 


And lo by Mercy on thy Part, | 
Blei God! and humble Faith on mine, 


Jo my poor Soul, and made it thiue, 


One of thy on I am 

© To de disjoined never; 
But I ſhall live in thee, 
To thee, and with thee ever. 
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The Song of Simeon. "me 


13. Why then ſhould mortal things detain 
Me in this Vale of Tears and Sin, 

Whoſe whole deſite with Simron is 

To {light the World and all therein ? 


To leave this Robe of Earth I wear 

That ſo my Soul may come to rhee, 
Whole bleſſ⸗d Will ir is, that where 
| Thou art, thy own ſhuuld alſo be. 


Sweet Jelus call me then 
As lovn as ere thou pleaſe, 
© Into thy bleſſed Hands 

© Receive my Soul in Peace, 


W hen my appointed time 
And How: of Ch inge ſball b.; 
For which my weatied Soul 
Shall daily wait on thee. 


— — 


The New Jeruſalem, or the Holy City above, 
Revel. XXL. 22. w 4 


Eave, O my Soul, this Vale b-low, 
Which Sin and Sariro. s overflow. 
Raiſe up thy Thoughts unto that Relt 
Which maketh Saints and Angels bleſt, 
Who altogether ever ſing* 
Their Hallelujabs to Heaven's King. 


There is the Godhead's glorious Throne, 
More bright than thouſaud Suns ia unc; 


D 3 "here © 


74 The New Jeruſalem, 
Where thy dear Saviout's g lor i fred, 
That Body which was crucified, 
Now reigneth wih the Deity 

In Sovereign Bliſs and Majeity. 


.... 
That facred Head once crown'd with Thorns, Ari 
A Crownof Glory now adarns : | IV 
That Hand which held a ſcornfyl Reed, To 
Now wields a Sceptre full of gdiead : W 
Thoſe Feet once nail'd unto the Tree, Tt 
- Ofer Death and Hell have Victory. | 


The holy New ſeruſalem 

Is there prepa:'d for upright Men, 

With Walls of ſaſper built four ſquare, 
The length, dreagin, depth, all equal ate: 
Ot twelve Funda: ions precious Stone, 
The twelve Apoſlles Names thereon. 


Twelve Gates of Peail, on each {ide three, 
Twelve Angels there attendant be, 
The Streets pure Gold ſhine like the Sun, 
Thio' which the Stream of Life doth tun; 
Fiom our the Thione of Glory flowing. 
The_Tree cf Lite on both ſides growing. 


Within this glorious Habitation - 
Enter the Heirs of Salvation, | 

Tne Lambs redcem'd, eſpouſed Wiſe, 

Whoſe Nam-s ate wiit i' th' Brok ut Life : 

Ine Chuzchn Triumphant there lei lie; 

For ever from Mortality. 


There live thoſe bleſled T:oops of Spirits, 
la ſuch great Joys, and tie Delights, 


— — — 


| or the holy City above. 

As Ear can't here, nor Eye perceive, 

Nor th' Heart of Mortal can't conceive : 
Piepared by the Lord of Bliſs 

Betore all Worlds, for all of his. 


Who living here the Life of Grace, 

Are carried to that Glorious Place 

Where Jeſus keeps a Room for thee 

Taar long 'i! for Immortality. 

Wait his good Hour, and waiting ſing 
Thy Hallelvjahs 10 Heaven's King 


——_—_——— * 


Man's Mortality. 
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AN unto whom each hour preicheth 
M That all Earth's Glory ſhall decay - 
And tees it mightier Creatures teach th, 

Let trufleth fil] in britile Clay; 
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76 | Man's Mortality. 
80 heavy is his Heart at eaſe 
To think of ovght that may diſpleaſe. 


Yea though his Senſes to him cr . | 
All Fleſh is Graſs, a Flower Man's Pride; 

*Tis true, ſaith he, but I ſban't dye, 
Though it be true in all beſide. c 

His Reaſon, Pleaſure doth inthral; 

He thinks Death never will him call. 


Though Death ſhould be his Meditaticn, 


Waiting for Immortality. T 

He flights the end of his Creation, 3 
Believing Earth's Eternity: | 

But Man! thou mult the Mortal leave f \ 


Ere thou th' Immortal Robe receive. 


Due Thought of Death and Hen F 
Would finful Thoughts expe] : 43,58 

Who fo with careful Thought © © © 5 
Would ponder as he ought ER 

How fearful tis to flit we Fe: 


From Bed to loathſome Pit; <'I 
From Pit to endleſs Pain, 
For ever to remain 


Among the damned Spirits, i 
Whoſe Mercy never lights, * 

Would not commit one Sin | 2 
Though it the World might Win. wy 


As certain 8s it now is Day, I 
So ſure it will be Night anon p: 
For time ſtands never at a Stay, 

But now is here, and quickly gone, 


Such 


Man's Mortality, 


Such is our Life whoſe minutes ſpend, 
And every minute walles the Store 
Till all be cut, and when they end 
We cannot live one minute more. 


What thing is that each Man doth crave ? 
Contentment in his Mind, 

© What thing is that he ne'er ſhall have? 
Real Content to find, 


* What's Cauſe of that? He Heaven minds not, 
And ſeeks to gain what here he finds nor, 
Take from our Life three Parts of Time 

What weidly ſpend aud nothing do, 


What we ſpend in hated Crime, 
And what us don't belong unto; 
How little's left? How quickly told ? 
Is ſpent in doing what we ſhould. 
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The E xcellency, Uſefulneſs, Harmony, and 
Perſection of the Holy Scriptures, 


Mong the glorious Gifts, 

Lord, thou thy Word haſt given, 
recious and pure, [weet, holy, ſure, 
Toguide me heace to Heav'n. 


Here I abound with Straits, 
Wants, and Neceſſities. 

There I have Store heapt running o'er, 
With plenteous rich Supplies. 


D 5 | Temp- | 


- 
* 
3 
— 


Temptations here abound, 
With Tenors. Dangers, Fears, 
Theſe pe:ty Helis thy Word expels, 


And a my Pe ſſage cleats. 


When Satan fiercely ſhoots 
His ftery Darts at ne, 


Then Lord, thy Word is Shield and Sword, 


Saves me, and makes them tice, 


The periſhing World preſents 

Its Objects freſh and fair; 
Bur yer thy Ward Coth that afford. 
Which proves more precious Ware, 


When fleſhly Luſts intice 
To their alluring Pleaſure: 


N * To rare Delights thy Word invites, 
Me choice in Weight and Mealute. 


Tue 


Filly Seriptares, 


The Errors of the Times 
Their cheating Wares difplay, 

But Scripyure ſays, Shun Errors ways, 
My Rule ſhall guide your way, 


When by the Temptor's Wiles 
I am intic'd to lin, | 
By thy Ward's Art, hid in my Heart, 


Both Field and Priz: I win. 


Nay, though I foiled be, 
And Sin defile my Soul, 

Thy Word can cleanſe thoſe noiſom Deng, 
And Sin's beſt Strength conttoul. 


An unbelieving Heart 

Da I till now inherit, N 
Thy Ward, Lord, hath Power to work Faith 
By thy moſt Holy Spirit. | 


If this be my Diſeaſe, 
A hard and ſtony Heart, 55 
Thy Word thus deals, firil kills, then heals, 


And cures me by the {mart. 


Will not my frozen Heart 
With Golpel-Grace comply ; 
Thy Royal Law, this Heart can thaw, 
And cauſe a weeping Eye. 


Do lofty tow'ring Thoughts 

Puff up my tempted Breaſt ; 
Thy Word brings low the pruudeſt Foe, 
As if he were the leaſt. 


Do muttering Thoughts ariſe, 

Grudge, murmur, and repine ; 
Thy Rod and Word, teach Patience, Loid, 
And {till thele Thoughts of mine. 


1 ſee my ſelf undone, * 


Fo I Excelency of the- 


An I Tonguenty'd in Praye 


r 
And know not what 0 y, 


Tn Word inſpires, praying Deſires, 
Tells how, and what to pray. 


w hen like a loſt Sheep 1 
In darkneſs err and ſtray, 


Thy Word's a Light, molt clear and bright, 


And guides me ig my way. 


A fooliſh Soul am I, 
And deſlitute of Eyes, 5 

Thy Word's a Rule, Maſter, and School, 
To make its Scholars 4 


Diſtreſſed, naked, poor ; 
Thy Words unfold, 2 Mine of Gold, 
Rich Pearls and precious Store. 


By ſinful Nature 1 
And God ate ſtill at odds, 
Thy Word my Soul, converted whole, 
'rom Satan's Call to God's. 


Do troubles from withour. 
Do Flogds of inward Giief 

My Soul torment, thy Word is ſent - 
To give my Soul relief. 


Is my ſad Soul perplext 
With lorrows, doubts, and fears, 


" Thy Word of Grace, reſolves the Caſe, 


My cloudy Judgments clears. 


Or do deſpairing Thoughts 
My tempied Soul o'er take, 


| Thy Word doth give, me hopes to live, 


For Chriſt my Saviour's Dat 


9 


Hoh Scriptures. 


Do multitude of Thoughts 
My läbouring Soul oppr ef: 
] call to mind thy Word and find 


Such Joys as me refreſh. 


Anl ſo weak and low 
I cannot walk alone, | 
Thy Word, Lord, is ſtrength to my Knees, 
And Staff to Jean upon. 


Though in this Vale of Tears 

I tzhiiſt, faint, hunger, pine, : 

Thy Word me feeds, in theſe my Needs, 
*Tis Bread, and Mik, and Wine. 


Thus tho? I'm poor, fcoru'd, left, , 
Weak, yet on thee I call; | 

Thy Word alone, hath all in one 
Health, Wealth, Friends, Honour. 


Thus though my troubled Soul 

Be ſick and wounded fore 

With grievous Sin, which doth begin 
To feiter more and more ; 


Thy Ward directs me where 
Relief may foon be had, | 

And doth me guide to Chrilt's pierc'd ſide, 
For Balm of Gilead, | 


Yea, though no Life at all 
Seem in me toremain, 

Thy Word is good, and living Food, 
Which fercheth Lite again. 


Would I prolong this Life, 
And make it latl for ever; 


The Scripture ſhows, whence Water flows, 


Which be that drinks, dies never. 


Bleſt 


82 The Excellency of the Scriptinres. 
Bleſt be the Lord my God, | 
Who thus for me provides, 


And filleth full my empty Soul 
With Food which ff ill abides. 


My Soul bleſs thou the Lord, 
Who buunteovuſly hath given 
Strength. Light, Guide. Way, leſt thou ſhouldſt ſiray 
In this thy way to Heav'n. 


This Holy Book of God, . 

I Theſe Sentences, theſe Lines, 

= Each Word and Letter, to me are better 
|} Than Pearls and golden Mines. 


ri Heav'n itſelf tranſcrib'd, 
And Glory lively penn'd. 
God's Mind, no doubt, was copied out, 
When he this Giit did lend. 


"Tis Truth brought forth to light, 

_ God did here intend | | 

Man's Word ſhould fall, Heav'n, Earth, and all; 
Bur this ſhall never end. 


O then my Soul admire 
That bleſſed Hand and Quill 
| | That did produce for Sinners uſe 
| Th Eternal Sovereign Will. 


With Reverence adore 

The Author too; and when 
Thou canſt not raile ſufficient Praiſe, 
Without wondring lay, AMEN, 


U 
0 
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Upau ihe Hoh. Bible. _ 


ERE is the Spring. where Waters flow 
To quench the in hear of finn 


Here is the Tree where Truth dyes as 
To lead our Lives therein : | 


Here is the Judge that ends the Strife, 
When Mens Devices fail: 


Here is the Bread that ſeeds the Life, 
Which Death cannot aſſail. 6 


The Tydings of Salvation Salt, 
Come to our Ears from hence; 
The Fo:treis of our Faith is hete, 
The Snicld of our D-fence, 


Then be not like the Swine that hath 
A Pearl at his defire, 

Yet takes more fleaſure in the Trough, 
And wallowing in the Mite. 


Read not this Book in any Caſe, 
But with a ſingle Eye: 

Read nor, bur firit deſire God's Grace, 
To underitand thereby, 


Pray till in Faith with this reſpect, 
To fructify therein, 

That Knowledge may have this Effect, 
To mortily thy Sin. 


Then happy thou in all thy Life, 
Whatr'er tu to thee betals: 
Yea double happy ſhalt thou be, 
When God by Death thee calls, 
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H Lord, my Sins are very great, 
And my Corruptions many 
Clem: not, I thee intreat, 

Be overcome by any. 
OW down thine Ear unto me, Lord, 
Have Mercy on my Soul; 


_— Subdue my (pirieual Enemies, 


And all my Luits contrcul; 


* 8 me to love the Lord above 


With all my Heart and might, 
And let my Conveilation be 
Well-pleaſing in thy fight. 
O not condemn my Soul, O Lord; 
| Bur for thy Meicy- ſake, 
Which is both fure and pleutiful, 
Some pity on me take. 


Nrich me with thy heavenly Grace, 
Endue me with thy Spirit ; 


if And let my Soul, when hence it goes, 


Eternal Life inherit. 


Orget me nor, I pray thee Lord, 
But ſtill reme nbet me; 

That unto all Eternity | 
I may give Thanks to thee, 


Grant 


— ) 
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The-Penitent Touth's Alphabet. 85 | 


Rant me that I may never dare 


To live in any Sin, 
Aud let me not at any time 
Be caicht in Satan's Gin. 
| OW ever thou doſt deal with me, 
Give me zu upright Heart; — 
And let my Will ſub. nit to thee, 9 
And never from thee ſlatt. 
Ndeed it is to be admired 
How gracious thou baſt been ; | 
Thy Mercy ſtill has followed we, 
Tho' I have lived in fin. e a 
[| Indneſs I do receive from thee, y.'1 
Ev'n every Day and Hour; 55 
Yea every Moment, Lord, on me 
Thy Favours thou doſt pour. i | 
Ift up my Heart to thee O Lord, - a 
Give me a thankful Frame, . 
And let me ever hogour thee, 
And praiſe thy glorious Name. | 
AKE me think vilely of my ſelf, 
Shew me my want of Grace, | 
Let nut the love of any Sin 
Within my Soul have place. * 
Othing's too hard for thee, O Lord; $,- 7 
O therefore undertake 2 
| To pluck my firong Corruptions down, 
Even for thy Mercy s lake, 
Let not any of 1 my Sins 
Come into Memory 
Beide thee, Lord; bur let them 8 
Conceal 0 eternally, | 


86 The Penitent Towh's Alphabet. 


Repare me for Eternity, 


P And ter my Soul make ſure 
f an Inheritance with thee, 


{+ Which ever ſhall endure. 


Uicken me by thy Spirit, Lord, 
When I ſhall wait on thee, - 
All heavenly Duties let me do 
In much Sincerity. 


Emove from me the Guilt of Sin, 
And irs Pollutions too, | 
Aud let it be my earneſt Care 
All Evil io elchew. 


Ecure me from Eternal Death, 
And let my Souls Lamp be 

Provided unh the Oil of Grace 

When Death ſhall (ſeize on me. 


RE Time which thou affordeſt me 

| Is but a Span, O Lord, 

Therefore let me redeem the Time 
Which thou doſt me afford. 


Oucbſafe to lift my Heart to thee 
'Bove all things here below, 
And let it be my earneit Care 


_ - Chriſt crucified to know. 


Hether I live or dye, O Lord, 

Let me be wholly thine, 

And let thy gracious Countenance 
Upon me ever ſhine. 


Fully my Soul ſupply, 


„ all my Wants, O Lord, 
Wich Faith, with Hope, with Charity, 


And with Humilaty. 


The Penitent Youths s Alphabet, 87 


Yu as I longer live on Earth, 

May I BOY 5 better be; Hell, 
and Judgment ven and 
oy ne er forgot by 1 
7 for thine Honour give me Lord, | | 
And let me Holy be; 1 
guide me with thy Counſel here, 
35 Glory take thou we. 


* he Glorious Lover: 


A Diaios Us between Divine Love and 
Worldly Luſt ; difcovering the Deceitfulneſs 
of Sin, in alluring the Soul from Goodneſs 
to its Ruin and Deſtruct ion. And the. Po- 
erful Influence of the Love of Chriſt, inga- 
ging it to an early imbracing his Juvitatie 
--4 70 a * * of * 
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Divine Love, 2 

Weer Soul © flop, let Wiſdom drop, 5 
A Word becoming Kings, CT 

Pray be inclin'd to; dend your Mind x 
Unto celeſtial Things. | 

I beg, youc Love for Things above, 

Nay all your Powers I claim: © 

I would adorn” your youthful Morn, _ 
And crown your ear at. *' 
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Divine Love and Worldly Luft, 89 

Worldly Luft, Ins 
Should any Thought to Mind be brought, 

* — your Quiet: 

Shall young. Ones w diſturb their Sleep 
Defect their needful Dice ? x 

Piſk, drink in Plate, and recreate 
Your lively youthful Spirit; 


Seek gallant Things, Delights for Kings, | 
Which _ 3 your Merit. 


1 Divine Love. 
While Fleſb pretends theſe pleaſing Ende, 
Its black Deligns it hides; _. 
But pray awake, for Jeſus ſake, 
' While Day of Grace abides. 
Fleſh lulls — Gueſts, 9 its Senſis, - 
Repentance-to ex 
But deadly Charms are in irs Arms, 
Its Gueſts go down to Hell. 
- Worldly Luft. 
What ſtrange n what filly Cheats, 
Would drive thy Joys away ? 
Thele Preachers tell but Dreams of Hell, 
And of the Judgment-day. | 
Twill ne'er do well till Mirth excel 7 
Such ſullen Thoughts as theſe ; 
Sweet Muſick being, come dance and fling, 
Eat, drink, —_ take thine Eaſe. 


Divine Love. 

Theſe childiſh Toys, may make a Noile, 

To pleaſe the worldly Heart; 
Yet all the while, they but beguile, 

Nay wound the better part. | 
One Glimpſe of Love, ſeal'd from above, 

Theſe higheſt oys tranſcends; _ 
From Grief 'twill raiſe, ro heights of n 
When that in Torment ends. 
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That for a ſound of Things profound, 


Then while tis Day, I humbly pray, 


2 


go 4 Diatocus between 
Shall wordy Winds on gallant Minds Fog 
Such deep Impreſſions make; BY 


They Joys in hand forlake ? . pi 
This Day invites to tare Delights, 5 
And all who do delign 
Fortunes to raile, and ſo gain praiſe, 
Imbrace theſe Paths of mine. 
| | Divine Love. | 
Alas! at length you'll loſe your Strength, 
Mirth, Beauty, Sport, and Pleafure ; 
And then 100 late lament your State, 
Your milpent Time and Treaſure ; 
They'll take them Wings, but leave theit Stings_ 
With Venom, Guilr, and Smart. 


Chuſe Mary's better part, 
Worldly Luft. - 

Are ſuch things fir, that clogs your Wit, 

Which bravely now aſpires ? | 
Such Doatings leave, till Age bereave 

Of Heat and warm Defires. 
Your budding Spring prompes you to ſing 

In a warbling Strain, 

y Modes, 


With amorous Odes, and court] 
Your Soul to entertain. 
Divine Love. 
Such frothy Freaks aloud beſpeaks 
How flightly Youths eſteem 
Their nobler Parts, their precious Hearts, 
Which Earth cannot redeem. 
How hardly brought to turn a Thought 
From Objects thus depravd; | \ 
Though Jefus cries, Oh! fix your Eyes 
On me, and be ye ſav'd. 


Worldly 


CA 


Divine = and Worldly Luft 91 


Worldly AS. -- 
Such Locks may grace ſome withered Face, 


Or ſome grave cloyſter d Nun; 
Bur they are Blots, not Beauty Seer, 
Whete Pleaſute's juſt begun: 

Piſh, rather prize fine Comedies, 
And rare Romances ule : 
Make your Reſorts to noble Sports | 
And gallant Interviews. 
| Uivine Love. 
What pity tis ſuch Trafh as this 
5 | _ — you ſhould take, 
While Jefus ſta with retcht-our FI" 
Rich Overtures to make. 
Gold try'd in Fire, with rich Aue. | 
8 Do your Acceptance crave, 2 
& —— of Bliſs prepared is 
Which never end ſhall have. 


An Expoftulation with Tout h. 


0 ME Child, let you and I 
A few Diſcourſes have, 
Shall we bethink, how near the Brink 
We border of the Grave? 
Shall we ſurvey our Time, 
How vainly it is ſpent ; 
How Youthful Days conſume in woye 
Which Age muſt needs repent ? 
The Things which others pleaſe ; 
What profit do they merit ; 
What are the Toys of wanton Boys, 
To an immortal Spirit? 
How will our Reckoning paſs - 
Of Paitime, Plealure, Play, 
When every Thought and Deed 3 is e 
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' 92 A Expoſtulation with Youth. 
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Would not our Time and Strength 
Be better far imploy'd, _— 
If every thought were this way wrought 
Ho Chriſt may be enjoy'd ? 

Should not a young Man's way 

Be ordered by the Word ? 
Should not his Mind be ſtill inclin'd 

To know and fear the Lord? 

I we behold our Frame, 
Our Parts and Powers compare, 
Sure God 'intends ſome glorious Ends, 
4 To form a Piece ſo rare. | / 
E Then let our Souls be rais'd, | 

. And all its Powers incline, 
On Eagles Wings to follow things 
That are indeed Divjg 


